WATENDLATH

answered, 'and least of all when they are not
intended. I know what you have felt this even-
ing. I must tell you that you have failed entirely
if you wished to conceal your feelings.'

With a shock of surprise Jennifer realised that
Christabel was in a hysterical rage. The three
girls were standing near to one another, the two
older women farther apart. Maria, who wished
that everything should be peaceable, but that at
the same time she might satisfy a little her own
sense that her daughter had not fine clothes and
that the evening had lacked decorum, said: * You
should have been more with your mother, Jennifer,
or your mother more with you. Chaperons are
still in fashion, my child. Yes, your mother is at
the card-table. Pray give her my love/

* Oh/  cried Jennifer,   ' so that is what my
sweet relatives have been settling with one another.
That I need a chaperon! '    She curtsied to them,
and Judith thought that she had never in her
life before seen anyone so beautiful.    (' But/ she
also thought, * what a temper!    My God, what
a temper! ')

* But for my own part/ Jennifer went on,
addressing Christabel as though no one else were
there, * it appears ridiculous ostentation to me!

At a Ball  like this-------'    She paused, staring

Christabel in the eyes.    She had always hated
Christabel, she thought, the mean pudding-faced
thing, proud only because her husband had made
money as a merchant, a vulgar City merchant.

' And what at a Ball like this? ' Christabel
whispered. They had come close together as